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Author's Notes: 


In vino, veritas. Not to mention, the courage to act. 


"Joe, truth or dare?" Pete asked, his voice slurred. 


The band had finished laying the final tracks for their second album earlier that day and had proceeded to 
celebrate their achievement with a bit of takeaway and a lot of beer back at the flat the record label kept for 
the use of bands in the studio. Originally a three-bedroom flat, it had been turned into a six-bedroom by 
simply dividing the three bedrooms in half and adding doors as necessary. The resulting bedrooms weren't 


much bigger than the beds they contained, but at least everyone could have a bit of privacy at the end of 
the day. 


"Um.." Joe tried to decide which would be less awkward, even as a part of him wondered who'd thought playing 
Truth or Dare was such a brilliant idea anyway. Probably Rick, their young drummer was still only seventeen, 
four or five years younger than the rest of the band.. and of course, given the amount of drinking they'd 
already done, everyone else laughed and agreed to play. Even himself. "Truth, | guess." 


"Would you like it if a bloke kissed you?" Pete asked. 


Joe rolled his eyes. "Fuck if | know. Never been kissed by a bloke, have |?" He shrugged, adding, "| can't say | 
haven't wondered the same thing, but it's never happened." He took a swig from his current beer and asked 


Rick, "Truth or dare, kid?" 
"Truth," Rick answered. 


"Where'd you get lucky with a groupie for the first time?" asked Joe with a grin, pretty sure he knew the 


answer already. 

Rick blushed. "Hammersmith, when we opened for AC/DC." 

Joe nodded. "Thought so. Hella birthday present, yeah?" he said with a grin 

"Sod off," Rick said, flipping him the two-finger salute. "Wanker. Sav, truth or dare?" 
"| like to live dangerously," the bassist said with a grin. "Dare." 


Rick thought for a moment and laughed. "Right then.. | recall hearing you say once that you swing both ways.. 
and Joe says he don't know if he'd like being kissed by a bloke. Go kiss Joe... and | mean a proper snogging, not 
just a peck on the cheek, so he'll know if he likes it or not." 


Sav and Joe both froze, looking at their bandmates. The thoroughly plastered drummer rolled on the floor 
giggling his arse off at them. Steve, who'd been ignoring the other four and growing paler by the moment, 
lurched to his feet and stumbled off to the loo, where they could hear him praying quite noisily to the 

porcelain god. Pete slumped sideways against the sagging couch that no one ever sat on because it was so 


uncomfortable, his eyes barely open 
"Um.." Sav said. "Joe, are you..2" 


"Looks like Pete and Steve are out of it, so this ends the game," Joe said. "I'm okay with, uh, being part of your 


dare, unless you'd rather not kiss me." 


‘lm okay with it," Sav said quietly. He wasn't going to admit that he was far more than okay with it, that some 


of his favourite wank-fantasies prominently featured the singer's green eyes and broad shoulders. 
"Right, so, get on with it, then," Rick told them, still giggling madly. 


"Laugh all you want, kid, just remember that payback's a bitch and revenge is best served cold," Joe said. He 
wasn't about to admit that when he'd wondered what it might be like to be kissed by a man, those thoughts 
nearly always featured Sav's big blue eyes, pouting lips, and cascade of curls. He rolled to his feet and held his 
hand out to Sav. "Might as well do the thing properly, yeah? No awkward leaning or strained necks from being 
sat on the floor." 


Sav took the offered hand and stood up. "You're sure?" he asked softly. At Joe's nod, he lifted his free hand to 
the singer's face and leaned in, his eyes closing as their lips met. When Joe didn't freeze up or shove him 
away, he slowly deepened the kiss, gently coaxing Joe's mouth open and slipping his tongue inside. The singer 
tasted of beer and cigarettes and another flavour that was uniquely Joe. He gave a soft sigh as he melted into 


that kiss. 


Joe watched as Sav's hand approached his cheek, unconsciously leaning into that gentle touch. When their lips 
met, his eyes fluttered closed, and his free hand came up to rest on the bassist's hip. When Sav deepened the 


kiss, he moaned softly and pulled the smaller man closer. 


Still watching them from his spot on the floor, Rick stopped laughing as the two appeared to be enjoying 


themselves way more than he'd expected them to. "C'mon, mates, dare's over, yeah? You can stop now." 


Sav, now wrapped up in Joe's arms, flipped the two-finger salute in the drummer's general direction and broke 


the kiss long enough to say, "Piss off, Rick," before returning his attention to ravaging the singer's mouth. 


Joe moaned once more and slid his lips along Sav's jaw and licked his earlobe, inhaling the coconut scent of his 


hair conditioner. "Sav.." he whispered. 


"Come on," the bassist whispered in return. Walking backward so as not to break their embrace, he tugged Joe 


down the hall and into his room. He shut the door firmly behind them once they got inside. 


Out in the front room, a bewildered Rick looked from Pete snoring against the couch, to the loo where Steve 
continued to retch, to the closed door of Sav's room and wondered what the fuck just happened. After a 
moment he shrugged, cracked open another beer, and picked up a comic book. As an afterthought, he grabbed 
his Walkman and popped in a Thin Lizzy cassette. He really didn't want to hear any noises that might come 
from behind that closed door. 


Within the tiny cubicle of a room, Sav pressed his taller companion up against the wall as he licked and nipped 
at Joe's throat, feeling the singer's hands tangle in his hair. He rocked his hips, rubbing the bulge in his groin 


against Joe's. 


"God, Sav," the singer breathed, his own arousal growing steadily. He honestly hadn't been sure if he'd be 
weirded out by kissing a bloke, but instead it turned him on like he couldn't believe. Or maybe it was just that 
it was Sav kissing him. All he knew was it felt brilliant and he craved more. He slid his hands down Sav's back, 
then tugged his t-shirt up, caressing the skin beneath. 


"Joe." Sav moaned softly. "Do you know what you're doing to me?" 
‘Same thing you're doing to me, | hope," Joe replied, pressing his erection against the bassist. He tugged on 


Sav's shirt again, managing to get it over the smaller man's head and then quickly stripping off his own shirt 


before wrapping his arms around Sav once more. "You feel so good" 


Sav's breath hitched at the skin on skin contact and he couldn't resist leaning just low enough to flick his 
tongue across Joe's chest, making sure to catch one pebbled nipple. His hands slid slowly down the singer's 
back, teasing at the waistband of his football shorts and then boldly sliding beneath to caress the firm globes 


of his arse. 


"Sav, please.." Joe begged, not even sure what he wanted, but knowing he wanted it. His hips jerked, thrusting 


hard against the bassist and hearing the smaller man moan in response. 
"Slow... slow down a minute," Sav gasped out. "Wanna see you.. and don't wanna come in my pants." 


"Good point," Joe agreed. He tugged Sav's shorts down, licking his lips unconsciously as he gazed at the bassist's 
erection He moaned softly as the smaller man eased his own shorts down, Sav's soft curls brushing his 
stomach as he bent to push the garment over his hips. Joe ran his hand over Sav's shoulder and down his 


side, then slowly, almost tentatively, slid around to caress his arse cheek 


"God, Joe.. bed.. now.." Sav panted out. He shuffled the two or three steps over and nearly collapsed onto the 
bed, pulling Joe down with him. His hands glided from the singer's shoulders down over his chest and stomach 


to his hips, then his thighs. 


Moaning with pleasure, Joe hesitantly mirrored Sav's actions, eliciting soft cries and moans. Growing bolder as 
his own desire increased, he let his hand stray closer to the bassist's erection until the backs of his fingers 


just lightly brushed the column of flesh. 


Sav gasped at that light touch, his hips jerking reflexively. "Please." he moaned as he reached out to curl his 


own fingers around Joe's member. "Wanted this for so long now.. 


"Me too," Joe confessed, trying to remember to breathe as he grasped Sav and started stroking him, trying to 


mimic the bassist's actions. "Fuck, Sav... 
"Maybe sometime," Sav murmured in Joe's ear, nuzzling his neck. 


Joe's breath caught as those words sunk in and he bucked up into the bassist's hand, spilling himself with a 
high, keening cry. "Saaaav!" 


Sav cried out as well, the singer's hand tightening reflexively around him enough to trigger his own climax. 


"Joe!" 


The couple just lay there for a long moment, catching their breath and exchanging soft kisses. After a while, 
Joe lifted his clean hand to stroke Sav's curls. "Did you mean it?" he asked softly. "I did. Been thinking about it 
ever since | heard you were into blokes as well as birds. | just.. wasn't sure how to say so, you know? Didn't 


want to make things weird. 


Sav chuckled. "And | had no idea you were into blokes at all, so | figured my fantasies were just that. We giving 
this a go, then?" 


Joe smiled and kissed him. "Yeah. So there's only one question left right now." 
"What's that?" 
"Do we thank Rick or kill him?" 


Sav laughed. 


